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shop in the hotel to take care of just such an oversight.
Things looked black for me when the room-waiter entered,
freshly starched for the evening. Amundsen pranced over to him,
took his collar off the man, and presented it to me. The waiter said
he could get another.
I passed a miserable evening. The collar was much too large
for me. It was an old-fashioned wing-type with rough edges and
points that wore the skin off my throat. When the time came for
me to speak my few words, I felt that I must resemble a cartoon.
Afterwards, when I gave the waiter's collar back to him, he said
something in Norwegian. I looked inquiringly at Amundsen.
"He says he is going to keep it always as a treasure," Amundsen
translated.
Can one imagine a New York hell-hop or hotel waiter preserving
the collar worn by even a successful explorer, to say nothing of
merely a prospective one? But the Norsemen have been sea-rovers
and discoverers for a thousand years. Exploration represents their
national genius, as business organisation does that of the United
States or invention that of Italy. Venturers for discovery's sake take
the rank in Norway that other countries accord only to their idols
of sport or entertainment.
Amundsen's villa in Boenefjord was a veritable museum of
souvenirs of his voyages. Even the panes of the outside doors and
ornamental windows were transparencies—both coloured and black
and white—of pokr scenes. The top of his dining-table was the
long marble slab which he had used in the North when taking the
observations that enabled him to fix the position of the magnetic
pole in the Boothia Peninsula in northern Canada. On the return
voyage in the Gjoa, one of his men had carved on this slab a map
of the Arctic regions and the names of the crew of the Gjoa.
Later Amundsen gave me this table-top, and I have it to-day. He
also promised me his famous South Pole pipe, but after his death it
could not be found. Perhaps he had it with him when he flew to
hunt Nobile. After the Norge flight, he told me I could have the
diary he kept during our 1925 attempt to cross, the Arctic by aero-
plane, but that, too, was missing from his effects.
In Oslo I met the men who were to go into the Arctic with us.
Chief among them was Lieutenant Hjalmar Riiser-Larsen,

